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" The pain is better now, anyway,'* he said, and
smiled courageously, "and the rest will do me
good."

" I wonder if enforced rest has ever done any-
bodv anv eood?" she said.
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** Now you run off and amuse yourself. I'm not
eoins: to chain vou to an old man's sick-room," he

e       t.

said.

*" All the same, I'm going to see after you/* she
warned him.

She went down to lunch and found Peter still
there. He had hardly liked to leave. He was sit-
ting on the loggia with a cigarette, a drink and a
pile of papers. She went over to him.

"You'll have some lunch?"

"I'd lite to."

She said: " I'm afraid this means that the dance
is dead off. I couldn't possibly go away and leave
him alone like this/*

They went into the dining-room. It was an
enormous room, very plain, with oil paintings of
other mistresses of this great house, and over the
carved mantelshelf a portrait of a Stuart master.
It was one of Charles' rules that they waited on
themselves. There was nothing that he disliked
more than servants in the room during meals,
putting a limit to the conversation. The bell lay
by Doreen's hand, but lunch was for the two of
them.

Peter sat down. Then he said: ** I shall be
bitterly disappointed if you don't let me take you
to that dance/'

** But you can see how impossible it is/*

*' I'm sure tixat Charles would not want, to keep